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FOOTBALL IN FLEET STREET. 

“An unseemly scene took place on Lord Mayor’s Day. Papa had inviled us all to the Ham and Beef Shop to see tie Show, and, getting impatient, he 
decided to take a walk down Fleet Street with the Elder McNab and Mr. McGooseley. By the time they had visited most of the ‘ drinkeries’ between Temple 
Bar and Ludgate Hill, the trio were easily recognized, and a lot of Printers’ Devils commenced playing Football with Poor Papa’s Hat. Papa says he forgets 
now whether they played Association or Rugby, but the hat he loved so well and esteemed so highly wants blockiny.”—Toorsie. 


TOMMY TURNUP’S RESOLVE, AND WHAT CAME OF IT. A QUEER CASE. 


A SINGULAR murder was committed at Whaddon Chase, 
Buckinghamshire, in January, 1%25, which, at the time, 
‘attracted considerable attention. 
On the 5th of that month two young men, Charles Lynn 
} and Abraham Hogg, took the coach at the “ Saracen’s 
| Head,” on Snow Hill (the town address, von may remember, 
of Wackford Squeers, of Dotheboys Hall. near Gretta Bridge, 
| Yorkshire), and, stopping at Brick Hill, about. nine miles 
from Stoney Stratford, slept at the “White Lion Inn.” On 
the following morning they walked along the high road, 
“one carrying a gun ina green baize bag, and the othera box 
on his shoulder. They were picked up by a passing coach, 
and traveled with it to Whaddon Chase, then a wild and 
| lonely spot, when they jumped down and ranaway. Shortly 
| afterwards a farm labourer, mending a hedge, heard a cry of 
“Murder!” in a place called “Snell's Copse,” and saw a 
man there fell another with a gun, and repeatedly strike 
him when fallen. He then saw the murderer change a blue 
body coat he wore fora fustian shooting-jacket, and walk 
away. When he got over his fright, the countryman gave 
| the alarm, and in about two hours’ time the assassin was 
taken into enstody. < 
¥ 2a WV es ‘es pects e woman 
1, Tommy Turnnp has read of all the existing inei- 2. Arrived ata spot about ten miles from lis heme, 3, Accepting what he callsa nice airy costume in He gave hia name aa Lynn, the son of 9 respecta nas 
dents connected with the life of that immortal hero, — Tommy rests upon a milestone, @/a Dick Whittington, — exchange for hisown neat sailor's suit. Over Tommy's 


who kept a confectioner's Bion at No. 4 Moreha’ Place, 
Tick Whittington, and determines to follow his ex- an is presently accosted by a gentleman of not very misery, before he reached home, we would fain draw 1 


Vanshall, and said that he and his companion were coopers 


ample in hopesof thesame good fortune befalling him. —_ prepossessing appearance, who insists upon Tummy— a curtain, Tommy's romantic ideas are at zero now. at Sir Robert Burnett's vinegar works. He was at firs. 
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confined at the “ Haunch of Venison” public-house, at Whaddon, 
where his conduct was very violent. He begana letter with :— 
*Dear Mother,—I have committed murder,” and then, throwin 
down the pen, tried to strangle himself. He tried, also, to drink 
boiling water from a tea-kettle, and to smash his skull against the 
wall and furniture of the room. 

His mother coming to see him, and imploring him to confess all, 
he made this extraordinary statement :—" 1 and Abraham got upon 
the Liverpool coach. | saw two men in deep conversation with 
him. The two men I knew to be Resurrection men; and I was 
convineed Abraham was agreeing to sell my body to them for the 
eurgeons, two of whom were on the coach. One of the Resurrec- 
tion men, who was dressed like a sailor, got a bottle of gin, and on 
the road they wanted me to drink two glasses to their one. I and 
Abraham got down at the ‘White Lion,’ and the landlord and 
others were talking about robberies and murders. 1 did not like 
the conversation, and I went and slept at the public-house opposite. 
On the following morning | went to the ‘White Lion,’ and the 
landlord said to me, ‘It's lucky for you that you were not up 
sooner, or your body would have been half-way to London by this 
time.’ I got on another coach with Abraham, and passing bya 
common, I jumped down and ran away. Abraham followed with 
my gun. When I got near a wood [ heard the sound of horns, and 
I thought the Resurrection men were after me, and that Abraham 
intended to kill me, and I am sure that if I had not killed him he 
would have killed me.” i 

The jury found him to be of unsound mind at the time that he 
killed Hogg, who, for a long while, had been his constant com- 
panion. Two points, however, were not cleared up by the evidence 
yiven at the trial. When first told that Hogg was dead, Lynn had 
exclaimed, “[ am glad of it, for he should not have had any of the 
money.” What money he referred to was never explained, nor any 
reason given for the two young men leaving their employment 
without any notice and starting ona seemingly motiveless journey. 
Lynn was contined in a madhouse. 


. * * ° * 
“We, O Billiam!" the Babelet bleated, “have e’er, since child- 
hood's hour, been as brothers. Thou wouldst not, O Bi ‘i 
“No fear!” retorted the Blood Stained ; “they'd not give rags’ 
and bones’ price for you.” 
(Next week,“ An Idle Apprentice.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—— 


*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea ray aby enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


ABEL Brown.— You must really try and be more patient. Send 
in your coupons as soon after eo receive the paper as possible 
Vi.—Impossidle, dear, Mra. Sloper is too wideawake. Your only 
chance would be to wait fur the Old Man outside the “ Arms.”— 
R. J. R.—No stamps are necessary.—-TOM SMITH & CO.— Thanks 
for illustrated catalogue ; it is a pleasing reminder uf the rapid 
approach of the festite season, You may rely upon the Eminent's 

tronage—JiL.— Twas crer thus. ““ Oh, what is friendship 

ut a name !"——H. BoTTLEBY.—Send in your coupons until you 
are lucky. Abuse will not more us, and we despise threats.—OLD 
Tom.— Fou are right. If he won one trick he lost his misére, 
Surely you ought all to know that,or your knowledge of the game 
ts sade ed limited. ——W. K. (Dundee).— We are inclined tu accept 
yenr assertion witiva very large amount of salt. We have certainly 

ard Y jamny girls, bub marmalady girls—well, hardly rer, 
Beet.—We did know a cure, but have forgotten it. Write toa 
paper like the Gentlewomin, and they will gire you the required 
enformation,——CATO.—The Eminent must hare been veey sober, or 
it certainly would not hare happened. Even with A, SLOPER gin 
sometimes seems to lose its Narour.—L¥X.—All right, do as you 
please, A, SLOPER is always ready for little affairs of that aort. 
—Eww.—Very silly of them, You acted wisely in refusing to 
participate inthe affair. “Fools rush in where angels fear tv tread.” 

——— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of way Illustrated Paper in tie World, 


Forwarded ta ry! a0 of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and Cnited States of America, post-frees 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.: 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 68. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bilis will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on anplication, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE La BANQUF. 


£1:1:0 
And the *SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT" will be given for the 
Best Nursery Rhyme, having for its first line the words, 


A LORD MAYOR OF LONDON NAMED SAYORY. 


Please write on Post-Cards only, and address— 
Mrs. TURTLE, 
“THE SLorertes,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
4° The List will close TUESDAY, NOVEMBER ISTH, 18%), 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
—_—— 

: “On, 1 say !” said Bulbus. “ Look at that Masher! I declare the 
sight of him makes me feel quite sick.” “Ah!” said Mulbus, “you 


always were a bad sailor, so it’s only natural that a heavy swell, 
should upset you.” as 


Mrs. Naber. Well, old Mrs. Bullion is being buried to-day, and 
the scores of people I’ve seen a colng into that house is some- 
thing wonderful! I don’t consider as how it’s proper. 

Mrs. Clumberbump, Well, I don’t know, Mrs. Naber, ma'am. 1 
think it shows a good fee!in', and when I die I'm sure I shall be 
very pleased to see all my friends at the funeral. 

= 2 


. 
WHEN a man marries he gives up his rights, 
Which, of course, must include his latch key ; 
For no married man should stay out o' nights, 
But should always come home to his tea, 
s * 


* 

“Wet, John, how do you like the new parson?” asked one 
farmer of another. “Well, I dunno,” returned the other. “Why. 
surely he don't preach longer than old Muster Jawson used to?” 
somewhat excitedly asked the first speaker. “No. That's jest 
where it is. Old Muster Jawson he used to preach such blarmed 
long sarmons that we was allers late for dinner, but this here new 
parson he do preach such powerful short uns that one hasn't time 
:o get a nap.” * & 


“Now, mind yon are good boys, and don't go playing with 
powder,” said Belinda Bladder, on the night of the 5th of November, 


ee 


as she was going out fora walk with her latest intended; and the , 


Qlive Branches of the masculine gender chorussed “ Powder! yah! 
What price you? Why, that fellow you were wishing good-bye at 
the gate last mist waltzed off with a white patch on his shoulder 
as big as your c eek!” And now another of Belinda’s affairs is off. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 342.—The “ Canadian” Costume. 


| 


A GENTLEMAN OF LOOSE 
HABITS. 


Bumpkin. 1 say, old man, here comes your wife to claim you for the dance, 
By-the-by, do you like dancing with her? 
Peekhard (awfully henpecked). Like it? Delight in it, my boy! It’s the only 
chance I have of giving hera shaking up. And don't I do it, too! just come 


aml sce me. 


Portrait ofan uncle of the Emtnent’s, from 
the family collection. 


BBL 


Cad (sotto roce). She's gone on me, 
bai Jove! I can read it in her eye. 
Fair One (sotto voce). What a doteut- 
| able little beaet ! 


| 


| 


“Ain't I the cheese! You bet! 
—just a little |—ra-a-yther :" 


(Saturday, November 15, 1890, 


| “I THINK he loves me, Araminta, darling, for there's 
' in his eye that I can never make out. Do you think Mine 
dear?" “I don't wish to make that little palpitator improved 
; heart pant with grief ; but I have never seen you with your hair half 
torn off your head, and as I've never heard you cry,‘Get away 
dear,’ when you've been letting him out at the front door, and as 
he never took you on his knee, when you went to Greenwich and 
asked you to hold half the shrimp in your mouth, while he bit off 
the other half, 1 don’t think he’s much on the Cupid ‘Jay.’” 
s-. 


* 
Do I love you, Nelly? 
I think | do. 
I shake, love, like a jelly, 
When | think of you. 


Do I love you, pussie? 
I think I don't. 
As when | want to kissie, 
You won't—you won't ! 
You nasty, deserved-to-be-slapped, little aggravator 
7 


s 
“ aLK about ‘When the lights are low,” said the disconsolate 
street arab; “why, blest if they ain't a-sellin’ boxes o' westers— 
25) ench—two fora penny. What chance has a gutter merchant 
got nowadays?” *.* 


“Hump! yes, how will you take it?” asked the bank clerk, 
looking suspiciously from the cheque to Iky Mo, who has pre- 
sented it. “Why, in my bally pocket, of course!” replied Iky 
Mo. “Do you think I want a truck to carry a bally ten pounds?» 

es 


* 

Omnibus Drivar (to passenger who has been preaching to him), 
You may talk about the hevils of intemperance, but there's wuss 
things than that about. Why. there's been a woman lyin’ in that 
there ‘ouse to my knowledge for more nor a month, and they ain't 
buried ‘er yet. 

Passenger (horrificd). My gracious! you don't say so! And 
why 

Driver. Well, 1 dunno, I'm sure, unless ‘tis ‘cos she ain't dead 
yet. ‘Pussenger relapses into indignant silence. 

Ld 


* 
“IF hee throw your hs about like that you'll meet with the awful 
fate of Cleopatra.” “What hever do you mean?” “Why, she 
killed herself with an asp irate.” “Oh, go on !—sling!” 

ss 


. 

WnEN a young man wakes in the morning, and, after opening 
his eyelids with :. pair of tweezers, sees one of his boots cooking on 
the top of the gae,a hese sticking in his nose, and has ataste in his 
mouth as if it was full of train oil, mixed with gravel, then you may 
be sure that the sherbert of the preceding oe has had its 
liveliest memories copied out by a preliminary cause of progress that 
will eventually land in his seeing a magnetic cockroach having a 
stand up fight with Slavin in the counterpane. 


* 

WAITING is weary—is weary. 
Waiting for you, deary, deary ; 

Trot, trot little feet— 

Ankles so neat— 

Over the street, 
Oh! smile all so lovin’ and cheer. 
What, falling! falling, my sweety, 
' Down, down in the streety : 
What, what a surprise— 
\ Tears in those eyes— 

Birdcage flat as pork pies, 
Ankles a-flashing a treaty: 


nik il of the Family. Well, Fauny, what do you think of the 
new y 

Fanny ( etat seren). Oh, not much ; and I think the doctor that 
brought him here must have been awfully careless, to get him so 
red and sunburnt. +7 


Ran eer aeaees 2 a 


WHEN a man is thoroughly down in the mouth it often comes 
from his having had a great deal too much down his mouth. 
“Whisky,” says SLOPER, “ is the cause of half the misery in the 
world, and—water the other half. Don't take it neat, or it meaus 
ruin. Don't take water, because it means humbug. Mix ‘em half- 
and-half, and even if you're half seas over it won't hurt you very 
much—particularly if somebody else stands the booze.” Weigh in, 
old twopenny protit. id 


“Pa,” said the Olive Branch, “you remind me of a peppermint 
lozenge.” “How so, my son?” “ Because your existense is one 
long endeavour to raise the wind.” 

se 


id 

Suxpay ScHOOL.—The hymn, “ May Thine angels spread their 
white wings above me, watching round my bed,” has just been sung. 

Tommy Orful. 1 say, teacher, do the angels really stand all round 
our beds? 

Teacher. Oh, yes. 

Tommy. Til bet they don’t stand round mine. 

Teacher (gisehed). Why? 

Tommy. Why, ‘cos one side of it is against the wall. 

* ¢ 
* 

“§o he induced you to drive that buck jumping, kicking, roaring, 
biting, jibbing, broken-kneed, old cob of his, did he? My dear 
fellow, you fell intoatrap!” “No, sonny; I fell out of one! 

Ld 


bg ” 
“Who is that piece by, Charlie, that is being played now 2” in- 
quired a young lady. “I don’t know, dear,” replied her fancé. ~ I 
wish you would find out.” “All right, Pll go and ask,” said he, 
pre ring to go; “but what do you want te know so particularly 
or} “Why, my dear, | don't know whether to applaud or not, 
unless I know the composer's name.” 
* * 
s 
WHEN summer comes and hollyhocks 
Are nodding by the cottage gate, 
Then Tootsie wears her silken socks, 
And trips the mead in maiden state. 


‘ When winter comes and robins sing 

H Above the ground all clad with snow, | 

| We say, “ What socks! Dear little thing 
And stormy winds do blow. 


* 

“ You should never kiss too hard,” said the good young man who 
died, only he didn’t. “It requires practice. You may do it too 
hard, or you may do it too soft. First of all, 1 tried it by fixing ¢ 
set of false teeth set ina lump of nice dough, and then I rushed 
off to Hampstead Heath, and had a good kiss-in-the-ring matiner; 
but oh, I was too rough—too rough, my boy. I only got it quits 
right at last by buying tubic sodas, letting ‘em off a-hissing the gas. 
Now Araminta says she really does love me, for I'm gentleness 1t- 
self. Always be ethereal, if you can.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The nert picture to be given to ane of the readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S Hawr-He any 
DAY," és an oil painting by J. YATES CABRINGTON, measuring 60 in. x Slam, 
@ massice gold frame, and entitled, 
“TEUFEL THE TERRIER.” 
Make ONE APPLICATION ONLY, by sending an Envelope with this Label ss 
ment inclosed, together with your Name and Address, any time berore December 3is' 


Address—“ ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION.” nC 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, F.C. 


%e* This Picture ts om View etzry Friday afternoon between 3 p.m, cand 6 ym. 


Saturday, November 15, 1890.)} 
TOOTSIE ON THE TURTLE. 


From information I have recently received, it would appear that 
there ure actually ever so many people existing who have never 
been asked to 
dine with a Lord 
Mayor of Lon- 
don. This seems 
odd! 


I once read an 
awfully funny 
>. account by a 
i“. police court re- 
\ pee of his 
\\ irst visit to the 
'\ Mansion House. 


that the “ 33 
Gents,” as they 
were then called 
cuore 1 disre- 
spectful persous 
called Ph em 
i. tri ren | 
were expect 
to sneak in bya 
sort of servants’ 
entrance some- 
where round 
some corner, but 
this poor crea- 
ture — “ Potts " 
hecalled himself 
in his confes- 
sions—present- 
ed himself and 
: his cloak and 
“clogs” at the entry used by princes, earls, dooks, and lords and 
lordlets, Herculean monsters, arrayed in gorgeous garb, beblazened 
and bepowdered, took charge of this unhappy literary raglet and 
his cloak and clogs, and, in stentorian tones, echoed its wretched 
monosyllabic cognomen, Up was he ushered into the Gilded 
Ilall, where, on a red velvet throne, sat almost as red faced a 
lidy mayoress, very dazzling as respected diamonds, and 
decidedly warm and wanting powdering. But suddenly the Lord 
Mayorcaught sight of, bore down upon and bustled him away into 
an ante-room, where the rest of the press were smouldering. 

Later on, at dinner, he sat next toa starched and stately person 
in a court suit, with an immense queue and a big sword, who 
seemed to be above turtle soup, and after the first mouthful, laid 
down the gold spoon with what seemed like a sneer; but Potts 
found out afterwards that his neighbour was but the publisher of a 
city paper, who, for two guineas, had hired a suit that was so tight 
he could not stoop to eat in it without pulling his wig off, the 
queue of which caught ia the collar of his coat behind. 

How different 
is the demeanour 
here described to 
that of Poor Pa— 
who, after all, did 
attend the ban- 
quet; but. then, 
Voor Pa has now 
so frequently been 
2 Lord Mayor's 
guest and, indeed, 
us has been fre- 
quently asked, 
what. would a 
Lord Mayor's ban- 
quet. be without 
him? For his 
pert, Poor Pa has 
‘ven heard to re- 
ly, “ Much better 
eave out the 
Lord Mayor.” 

Poor Pa has a 
court suit of his 
own, or, perhap:, 
more properly 
oat it has 
become his in con- 
sequence of the 
statute of limita- 
tions, the tailor 
having = given 
l'uor Pa up as 
hopeless long years ago. As Lord Mayor’s Day comes round, 
Ma lets out Poor Pa’s waistcoat an inch or so, to repare for events, 
and Poor Pa gets friends to treat him to gin and bitters, which is, 
I may add, likewise the case with the Honourable Billy. 

It was a sight to see poor Pa this time. He and Augustus, as you 
may have heard, arranged the procession, and Poor Pa himself 
wrote out the menu for the evening meal, and was busy till a late 
hour sampling the made dishes with his right hand thumb. The 
late Lord Mayor wanted to take me into dinner. It was like his 
impudence to aspire to that honour, so | turned my back on him. 
After diuner poor Pa made himself more or less agreeable to the 
ladies, and even assisted in the waiting, and the Lord Mayor had 
more than once to relieve him of a handful of spoons he seemed to 
2 carrying out on to the landing, as poor Pa said, out of harm's 

vav. 

The only regrettable occurrence—but it seems there always must 
be one—was Billy's taking a little too much champagne on the top 
of the foundation of Angostura, Hop, Koosh, and orange bitters, 
Absinthe and 
Vermouth. As 
bd ~ turtle 

e may 
besald tohave 
been the per- 
' fect, if some- 
what inarticu- 
late, gentle- 
man; but 
when, as the 
venison arriv- 
ed, he was 
firmly, and 
with more or 
less gentle 
ness, handed 
through the 
doorway by 
two majestic 
menials, Poor 

himself 
said he felt 
ashamed. 


Declined with thanks, 


Poor Pa makes himself agreeable. 


* ° * 

1 stop the 
press to 
casually men- 
tion that Poor 
Pa and Billy 
have spent the 
? last two 
duvs in their respective beds, and the doctors have at intervals 
wired bulleting to Drury Lane Theatr? and the Mansion House, 
fromowhich latter «¢ culichmeot they are out on bail 


Oe ee 
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TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 
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Cut out and fill in the Label printed below,and post it to :— 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperics,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


“* Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” November 16th, 1890. 


Address 


Age-... Occupation, if any 


How many times applied ... 


How oe Purchaser of 
the ‘‘Half-Holiday"’ 


The List for this week will close on Tuesday evening neat, 
November th. The List for November 8th will be published in 
the * HALF-HOLIDAY" for November 22nd, 


223rd WEEK. 
LIST FOR NOVEMBER ist. 


“ Sloper” Watches hare been given tu the following :— 
1, F. MYERS, Decorator, 11 Testerton Strect, Notting Hill. Age, 31 re, 
Subscriber—5 years, 36 weeks. LONDON. 
2. LIZZIE COOKE, Professional, 85 Mayall Road, Herne Hill. Age, 36 vears. 
Subscriber—6 years, 2 months, TONDON. 
3. WALTER HETHERINGTON, Schoolboy, 173 Leytonstone Road, Stratford. 
Age. 15 years, Subsoriber —5$ years. LONDON, 
4. EDWIN D. REAKES, Farmer, Batt's Farm, North Brewham. Age, 42 years. 
Subscriber—5 years, 14 weeks, BRUTON, 
6. F. H. MILLER, Miller, 52 Union Street. Age, 22 years, Subscriber—since 
February, 1486, CANTERBURY. 
6. HARRY FOGDEN, Hairdresser, 37 North End. Age, 21 years, Subscriber— 
over & years, CROYDON, 
7. WILLIAM J. SLOAN, Goods Porter, 124 Victoria Street. Age, 33 years. 
Subseriber—5 years, 61 weeks, DUNSTABLE. 
8. JAMES WEBSTER, Traveller, 136 Renfrew Street. Age, 37 years. Sub- 
scriber—6 years, 11 weeks. GLASGOW. 
9. AMOS CLARKE, Blacksmith, 10 Lansdowne Cottages, Perry Street. Age, 
29 years. Subscriber—4 years, § months, 2 weeks. GRAVESEND. 
10, JAMES LONGDEN, Smith, 22 Brunswick Avenue, Beverley Road. ihe 
years. Subscriber—5 years, 8 months. HU 
11, LANCE-SERGEANT W. C. CLOVER, “D™” Company, Depot Leicestershire 
Regiment, Glen Pawa Barracks, Age, 21 years. Subscriber — since 
Mays 1885. LEICESTER. 
12, FANNY CREW, Winder, 4 St. Leonard ‘Street,! Middleton. Age, 30 years. 
Subscriber—since No. 30. MANCHEST, 
13, FANNY DUFFIN, 8 The Avenue, Pill. Age, 27 years. Subscriber—4 years, 
27 weeks. MILFORD HAVEN. 
14. GEO. MINARDS, Clicker, 26 Abbey Street, St. James’ End. Age, 23 years. 
Subscriber—about 6 years. NORTHAMPTUN, 
18. WALTER HENRY CALVER, Plumber and Painter. Age, 29 yeara. Sub- 
scriber—since No. 1. NORTH ELMHAM (Norfolé). 
16. SIDNEY BATEY, Labourer, Pethan. Age, 37 years. Subecriber—4 years 
and 47 weeks, SEVENOAKS, 
17, ELLEN GENGE, Church Lane, Age, 19 years. Subscriber—S years, 10 
months, SOUTH EALING. 
18, HENRY BASSETT, Teacher, 28 Nicholls Street. Age, 17 years, Subscri- 
ber—since May, 1885. WEST BROMWICH. 
19. HARRY ELVEY, Police Constable, 4 Goodenough Road. 36 vears. 
Subscriber—since July, 1884. WIMBLEDON. 
20, BASIL MASON PARKER, Schoolboy, Lynmonth House, Age, 11 years. 
Subseriber—since August, 3886, WOKING. 
GIRLS TO GET ON WITH. 
No, 1L—THE GIRL AT THE FLOWER SHOP. 


SOME girls are most absurdly shy ; 
And some of them are not so, 
But let you spoon them on the sly 
(We've dropped across a lot so!)— 
Aud, strange though it may seem to you— 
(You need not biab the inatter), 
We somehow think that, of the two, 
We much prefer the latter! 


The girl who keeps the tlower shop 
Is sweet: you mustn't miss her. 
She doesn't holloa out, “Oh, stop!" 

When fellas want to kiss her. 
She's not the smallest scrap a prude 
(We hate a prude sincerely )— 
She has a special aptitude 
For flirting most severely, 
She's got a lovely head of hair, 
This very jolly creature ; 
It’s silken, wavy, long, and fair— 
A most important feature, 
It goes, when down, all o'er the shop, 
t's so divine, is that tress !— 
A wonderfully handsome crop, 
Enough to stuff a mattress ! 


Her cheeks are like the pretty rose 
She sells you for a tanner— 

And this she holds up to your nose 
In such a pretty manner, 

Before she pins it in your coat : 
When that is being done, sir, 

The man's an idiotic goat 
Who doesn't give her one, sir! 


Her lips are sweet and red of hue 

(Like cherries—when they stews ‘em)— 
Her eyes are such a pretty blue 

(She knows, too, how to use 'em !) ; 
Her figure has no parallel— 

A queen would like to be her 
On that account alone. Her—well, 

You ought to go and see her, 

—Don JUAN, JUNIOR. 


— 


NO REASON FOR IT. 
Me Gooselcy, Hailo, chappy, what's the matter? 
Friend (sadly), Poor Lushington has gone ut last. 
Me Gooseley. What took him off? 
Friend. Too much booze, so the doctor said. 
Me Gooseley, Well, 1 don't see anything to grieve about over 
that!) I'm only down when I can’t get enough, 


YyouR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ ALLY SLOPRWS ALF-HOLIDAY,” the ser- 
tices of a Graphologist af yreat skill and talent have been engaged, leaders 
desiring @ delineation of their character must send a letter of moderate lenath, 
signed with the usual signature, and acconpanied by a stamped addressed envelope 
(with the writer's own address), All letters must be directed to— 

“ALLY SLOPER'’S GRAPHGLOG IST." 
“TUE SLOVERIES,” 99 Shue Lane, London, E.C, 

Answers will be posted direct to the addresses given on Envelopes, Nu notice wild 
be taken uf any communication not complying with the abuce regulations, 

Uwing to the enormous number of letters received, Answers cannul be guaranteed 
within a month, but will Le Joruarded as early.as possible. 
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ORDEAL BY FIRE. 


os 

WHAT a sweet little dimpled rosebud of a face she had! 

When those sugary lips of hers parted, displaying the twin rows 
of glistening . 
erie artfully 

idden behind 
a small won- 
der Popcorn, poor 
fellow! spurned 
the idea of sugar 
in his tea; and 
if the creamy 
whiteness of her 
skin hadn't fur- 
nished a like ex- 
cuse for his refu- 
sal of milk, he 
knew that he de- 
served to be re- 
garded in the light 
of a bat instead of 
a human being. 

For she snubbed 
Popcorn — snub- 

him cruelly 
and habitually. 

Not but what 
he was a very de- 
cent young fellow 
as far as grocer's 
assistants go, but 
then—how far do 
grocer’s assistants 
got Condescension. 

Trixie seemed 
to think not very far; and, though she occasionally condescended 
to pour out tea for him, yet, after all, he was only her mother's 
lodger—second floor back. 

Now, Jumper was a different kind of fellow altogether. 

Not only was Jumper a commercial traveller—which, in itself, is 
an extremely gentlemanly occupation, almost, in fact, if not 
quite a profession—but he was her mother's first floor front. And 
in the Battersea Park social scale, a difference of four and six a 
week is not to be sneezed at. 

Jumper, therefore, received as many tokens of encouragement 
as the other experienced rebuffs, and Popcorn, not only began to 
regard humanity with a morose eye, but felt that the sugar of life 
contained more sand than the Adulteration Act permitted. 

One never-to-be-forgotten night, Trixie accompanied Jumper to 
atheatre. He was a mean fellow at the bottom, except where his 
own personal expenditure was concerned, and they went into the 

it with an order. Popcorn, who, aware of the arrangement, had 

ollowed at a distance, paid his half-crown like a man. 
ty The piece 
I was an ex- 
travaganza 
of the most 
ludicrous 
descrip tion, 
and every 
face, save 
Popcorn's. 
was wrer 
thed ia 
smiles. 
He, with 
an aspec 
of palit 
; gloom, stole 
sid el ong 
lances at 
rixie’s bea- 
ming pro- 
file, and in- 
variably 
cursed the 
whole race 


least pre- 
monitory 
warning, 
there came a 
loud cry of 
“Fire! and from the upper portion of the stage thin epirals of 
smoke were seen to issue forth. 

Ina single instant the mass of laughter loving, pleasure seeking 
mortals became transformed into a shrieking crowd of frenzied 
demons fighting for their lives. 

At the first alarm Jumper had aprons from his seat, and, utterly 
regardless of his fair companion, hurled himself into the thick of 
the demented crowd struggling towards the exits, Trixie’s 
agonized cry of, “Save me, Mr. Jumper! Oh, save me!” was lost 
in the dreadful din ; but ere she fell beneath the maddened rush of 
terror stricken feet, she felt herself grasped by the waist, and a 
voice cried in her ear, “I will save you, if possible, Trixie. If not, 
we will die together!" She recognized Popcorn, It was not a time 
for words. He saw that to attempt to penetrate or swell that seeth- 
ing mob, wedged in the narrow exits, was to court almost certain 
death. But what to do! As he hesitated, a black coated figure 
rushed upon the 
stage and gesti- 
culated wildly 
and imploringly 
tu the frantic 


Wreathed in smiles, ¢ 


Pe A 


ey 28 K 
_ oe 


audience. Le 
“See!” he ex- 
claimed. “The 


manager!  Per- 
haps, after all, 
there may be 
little danger.” 

The fire, in 
fact, was but a 
slight outbreak 
in the flies, and 
had been almost 
immediately ex- 
tinguished. But 
when something 
like order wa: 
restored and the 
house cleared. 
two lives were 
found to have 
been sacrificed, 
in addition tou 
ghastly array of 
injuries more or 
less serious, 

The next day 
Jumper vacated 
his apartments. 
and poor little Trixie’s feelings underwent a great chenge. 

She is now Mrs. Popcorn, and firmly believes that a manly heart 
and pure devotion can dwell beneath a grocer’s apron, or, if not 
exactly beneath. at all events a little higher up 


“The manager >” 
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“It’s all very well having diamont 


| WAS IT SARCASM ? brooches given you in exchanye for lait 


She. So you are going, Prince Kroplomankakoff ! Programme Svil-r. A stall, sir? | an hours arene ; bed arte those 
A CREDITOR OF THE GOOD OLD DAYS. Russian Prince, Yes, as you see. Swell, No, dash it all! do you take me for a horse ? the: beast dimppointing os rime ey 
Receiving something on account. She. What "bus do you take ? Proyramme Seller, Well, no, not exactly a horse, sir! Letter Jrom a Young Lady, : 


tl cuss ee | DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—FRED CELLI, ESQ. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. | a 


skill, 
the I 
not f 
eate] 


a 


| 
| 


(1). Some pistol shots, startling A. SLOPER to the very fonndation.—(2). And 1 youa lover of the noble animal?" “ Well, yes, I fancy I know a good horse when I se 
Mr, Fred Celli, masked, aud in Claude Duvalrous attire, eritered, a smoking pistol in | one.”"——(4). “ Precisely ; and for that reason I beg to hand you a little testimomul! 
No, 156.—Miss ELLs Jerrreys, | his hand. “By gad!" he cried, “'twas a narrow squeak for the County Council spy, intrusted to me by Jubilee, my youngest born but two, and they came into the world 
“Words fail me wheu I would describe her ch:a:ms.” | but I fancy I've wingéd him—night after niglit have his stealthy footstens dogged we a dead-heat—a steed from the plains of Lowther Arcadia; I've been thinking you 
-- th» look Snook. | home from the Alhambra.” “Hurrup, Freddy!” This from The Eminent.— might wear it asa breast piece.” “Many thanks! kiss the dear child for me. By- 
| 
| 
| 


“Alas! she has rejected me; I care not now huw son T die.” (3), Ah, another! Villain, I have you on the hip!" “Not so, Frederick ; for if I the-by, you are a judge of horseflesh ; I want your opinion on my latest purehase-- 
Lord Bob 


mistake not, your weapon accurately covers my right optic.” “Stove!” Here what, ho, there! saddle the black mare, and bring her round.”——(5). As day was 
| “Ob, that my tongue could aptly tell my passion!" Mr. Celli unmasked. ™ Forgive me for the moment; I knew yon not.” “Say no breaking in the far east, the form of the jerry-built carcass might still be seen wildly 
—The Hon, Billy. more, Fred. Well, vour show in the Square has taken on; ‘tisa part to<uityou. Are careering round Mr, Celli’s paddock, where we will leave him fur the present. 

‘ — = E - 


_ AN EPIDEMIC OF JIMJAMENZA ON THE BROWSIDE. 


(3). And so has the dear Elder, very badly. 


(1). The Laini has it. (2). McSwine has it. king too 
P.S.—The minister writes us as follows. DEAR SIR—The Laird, the Elder, and all Lere have taken strange colds, ani refuse to be comforted. J hare been seeing very strange visions myself, and am afraid we lave all been taking 
mneh snuff. Yours affectionately, ALEXANDER MCYELPER (Mcenister).—ED. “A. 8. H.-H." f 


= —— ~~ & ~ = | 
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Gye - Gake> of ‘Gle Seasons 
———_ a 


5 l. 
Beware ; —= : Closing. | ° 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Here you are, gentlemen! Tere you are, ladies! Just glance at this marvellous display of ; ‘tis clear, Condemned by his admirers here :—The marriage rate far higher is, Than eer before, 
skill, energy and intellect! A really wonderful Show, you must confess, before which that of | whichis good biz.:—Here you are, gents, some mare great shows ; I grect them, though, ax friends 
the Lord Mayor sinks into insignificance. Proceed :—A lover bold was this young page, Although | not foes :—The Exhibition of the year Has cleared ten thisand pounds, I hear,—What price Stan- 
nut fourteen years of age :—We try in vain if we woild match This sweet young lady's greatest | \ey’s popularity now, eh ? 
catch :—A letter, seat the other day, Was cast aside by Justice Kay :—Great Stanley's conduet ia, | 


ee 


AT A BAZAAR. 


THEATRICAL. | 
First Actor, © My foot's upon my native heath" (stamp), and — 
Second Actor (with corns). Great Scott! 


Was A.SLOPER at the Lord Mayor's Show? Washenot! Did you 
observe a doughty knight measure his length in Fieet Street mud ? 
Well, that was the Eminent. When the warrior returned to Mildew 
Coure, Mrs, 8. suid you might have knocked hee down with a copper- 
stick a most, 


| 


ni i 
UA 
i i) Gk 5 
is 5 aii iectnitor Cae’ euecee Magistrate, You are charged with picking a lady's pockets of a 

Seller of Flowers. Yes, anything we obtain for these flowers goes he charity. urse containing 5s, 
) A SKETCH FROM LIFE. Swell, What. even the kisses ? e : 


Prisoner, V never picked the Indy of no purse; besides. s'elp me 
S'aveve out of collar: or a morning at a registry office. Seller of Flowers, Oh, dear me, no; certainly not! Those are our perquisites, Davy! there was only 43. Gd. iu it! 


~~ & — +. . nega ye = Fn : -— ———— a 7 = rn = eee 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


iaemeds 
BEWARE, DECEMBER 8TH! 

IN Jess than one month from now “ ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS 

HoLipays” will bs iu the hands of every right thinking person 


ee who can 

raise the 

a A L LY sum of two- 
SLOPERS| gyn 8: 
XMAS | eran st 
HOLIDAYS Eminent 


onday, 


has ever 
produced, 
will imake 
its appear- 
ance. In 
this _ partic- 
ular in- 
stance, A. 
SLOPER has 
no intention 
of imitating 
the example 
of the nodest 
violet, whose 
“stalk was 
bent,” and 
, who “hung 
its head as it 
to hide from 
view.” No, 


has gone to suc enormous expense in the production of his 
“CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYs,"” that unless he calls out pretty loudly 
he'll never see his merry oof back. First and foremost there 
isa Money Prize of £1,000 to be competed for by ALLY's readers, 
which is in no way affected by the Lottery Acts. The man, 
woman, boy or girl who gets that thousand pounds won't regret 
thev had twopenn ‘orth of “CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS.” Then there's 
a £25 Prize that will interest many of you—but there, we mustn't 
say too much this week, Next week we shall have more to tell you 
about the contents of this extraordinary work, meantime we should 
like to point out that Twopence is the Price, and December 8th 
the Day. ee 

= 


£1:1:O and the “SLopER AWARD OF MERIT” have been 
presented to GEORGE Hart, 77 Willow Walk, High Street, 
Svdenham, for the best nurserv rhyme, having for its first line the 
words, “A White Eyed Cove Named Chirgwin.” 
A white eyed cove named Chirgwin - 
An artist of merit and fame-— 
Ever ready to lend, 
For the help of @ friend, 
His talent, his Umeand his name. 


* 

THERE’ ashilling book that’s creatinga good dearof excitement 
jnst now that many of A, SLOPER’S lady friends would like to read— 
Tie Round Table Annual for 
ISY91, published at Judy Office. 
It isa complete story of modern 
life, by Paul Meritt, entitled, 
“ Loaded Dice,” with numerous 
illustrations by Hal Ludlow, 
and a highly sensational cover 
bv the same artist. Both Paul 
Meritt and Hal Ludlow beiong 
to the distinguished order of 
V.O.8,, which in itself is a 
guarantee of their sterling 
abilitv. Paul Meritt, or* Uncle 
Paul.” as he is known as nt 
Mildew Court, has written him- 
self, and in conjunction with 
other distinguished dramatists, 
some of the most successful 
pare ever produced on the 

tnglish stage: Zhe World, 
Youth, Pleasure, Mankind, 
Stolen Kisses, all, or partly 
emanated from the fertile brain 
of the author of “ Loaded Dice,” 
which promises to a = 
extraordinary ularity 0 
“Called Back,” We diea ‘sites 
years since by the late Hugh 
Conway. ae 
* 


THE BalaclavaFund Matinée 
held at the Empire Theatre of : 
Varieties a short timeago, wasa gigantic success ; upwards of £1,000 
being netted for the benefit of the gallant survivors of this heroic 
charze. Many of the leading lights of the theatrical world volun- 
teered their service:, with the result that an excellent programme was 
arranged and carried out. About fifty survivors of the charge were 
present on the stage, and received a tremendous ovation froma 
crowded house ; the poor fellows seemed delighted at the reception, 
and waved sticks, hats and umbrellas in response. Grateful thanks 
are due to the manayement for their generosity, not only in placing 
their theatre at the disposal of the fund committee, but also for 
their efforts in placing such a capital entertainment before the 
public. ee 

* 


THE revival of Called Back, at the Haymarket Theatre, is a 
good stroke of managerial policy; and Mr. Beerbohm Tree has 
earned the thanks 
of the many thou- 
sands who, in spite 
of the popularity 
of the play, put off 
seeing it until too 
late. An explana- 
tion of the plot, or 
acriticism of the 
play, is, of course, 
unnecessary, suf- 
fice it that the Hay- 
market company's 
artistic interpreta- 
tion of Hugh Con- 
way's intensely 
dramatic story fully 
realizes everything 
one is led to expect 
from actors and 
actresses of such 
ability. Mr. Tree's 
rendering of his 
original character 
has in no way de- 
teriorated ; and the 
enthusiastic ap- 
plause which 
; xreeted the actor at 
the end of each act fully testified the delight of the audience. 
The remainder of the cast is equally powerful, and our readers 
should take an early opportunity of witnessing what is really the 
best of all Nihilist plays. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“ THE rumour that the Duke of Clarence is passionately attached 
to the wealthy Princess Héléne, of Orleans,’ remarks a contem- 
porary, “and that the Queen has given her 
consent to tue tnarringe, is without founda- 
uuon, Which fair dame the Duke will ulti- 
mately claim for his own no one can tell; 
but it is quite certain, though only known 
toa few, that he has fixed his affection 
upon a yoang lady, and a pretty one, too, 
We could tell you her name, but we must 
not.” * Must not !’ says our contemporary. 
Dare not would be the truth. Shall the 
breath of scandal ever sully HER name? 
Shall the idle rabble discuss the details of 
the romance of HER life?) Nu; ten thou- 
sand times no. Let him be who he may 
who first breathes that NAME, A, SLOPER 
will avenge in blood the insult offered to 
his dau—, but stay, we have said enough. 


ALTHOUGH begged by the Society for 
the Suppression of Vice to discontinue 
these extracts from the “Encyclopedia 
Sloperica,” we feel in duty bound to publish 
the subjoined, to save the bacon of one 
whose uame is alike respected in the Palace 
and the l’rison:—* Wedneslay, October 
29th.—The O'er Moss Grown, with other 
members of the Family, more or less of 
a mushroomy order, annoyed everyone at 
the ‘Athened® Hall’ with their presence, 
the occasion being a benefit to Mr. Pitt, a 
much esteemed newsagent. 7huraday, 
October 30th.—The Philandering Filibuster, in league with a 
Banditti of the most villainous kind, woke up the Manor Hall, 
Hackney, pretty freely, the entertainment being to celebrate the 
opening night. Friday, October 31st.—The Blackener of the 
Character of Innocents, and a lot of his Blooming Subordinates, 
crawled, on all fours, into a private box at the ‘ Elephant and Castle, 
it being Mr. Claremont’s Annual Benefit. 1 sometimes wish I had 
been born the son of the McDougall. It's sick’ning.” 


. 

WHat a Puritanical age we live in, to be sure. The dirty minded 
individuals who, owing to the fact that they are members of an in- 
fluential body, have had things pretty much their own way in the 
matter of music hal! and theatrical posters, have broken out afresh. 
We had hitherto believed that works of art were free from the 
ravages of these Vandals, but the raid made upon the Rabelais 
Gallery shows how wrong we were. ‘The names of Charrington 
and McDougall are synonymous with cant and mock modesty, and 
it is doubtless at the instigation of one of these fanatics or their 
followers, that the Chief Commissioner was prevailed upon to 
consent to a warrant being applied for. 


s 

STANLEY’s “insinivations,”as Aunt Geeser calls them, in connec- 
tion with Major Barttelot, have been received at Mildew Court 
with yells, mingled 
with groans and 
language generally. 
Alexandry who, in 
the Sloperian house- 
hold, occupies a 
similar sition to 
that held by Barttelot 
in the Stanley Expe- 
dition, has made oath 
as follows :—“In the 
event of my death, 
some starry night, 
while sitting trouser- 
less, neglected, and 
uncared for by my 
Chief, on the thres- 
hold of the back door 
to The _ Sloperies, 
should my said Chief, 
to cover his own 
shortcomings, dare to 
blacken my po 
name by saying I was 
slain while makin, 
love to the wife o 
the Cat's Meat Man 
round the corner, 
may the curses of the 
Civilized and Un- 
civilized World fall 
upon his bald pate for evermore. and may his blooming works 
never sell another bally copy. So 'elp me H. M. Stanley ! 

i (Signed) ALEXANDRY SLOPER.” 


* 

THE statement that Master Boulanger Shakebacon Sloper will 
shortly make his appearance at the Prince's Hall in a series of 
pianoforte recitals, including little things like Mendelssohn's 
* Rondo Capriccioso” and Beethoven's “ Sonata Quasi Fantasia,” is 
a canard, The Eminent is perfectly cognizant of the fact that the 
young gentleman is a prodigy, but he loves his British Public far 
too well to inflict upon them the torture of yet another musical in- 
fant phenomenon, of which there is an appallingly increasing num- 
ber. The budding talent of the male portion of the twin offspring 
of SLOPER will be carefully cultivated by Signor Komon Kyrlpay pa, 
a talented musician rengiee near Battersea, and when that empre- 
sario is of the opinion that his pupil can aspire to rank with Liszt, 
with Handel or with Mozart, then, and not till then will Shake- 
bacon make his début. +. 


RECORDER SMYTH, of New York, is, without doubt, a married 
man, and evidently a father. But it is with the former condition 
we are at present dealing. Is it the privi- 
lege of a husband to go hanging round his 
wife's dress in search of her parkas ? Such 
is the question propounded by A. SLOPER, 
upon hearing of the Solomon like utter- 
ances pronounced by Mr. Smyth during 
the trial of a man recently tried for pick- 
ing a lady's pocket. “The pockets iu the 
dresses of women, according to the know- 
ledge of all lusbands and fathers, are so 
carefully concealed, that it is im ible 
for anyone to find them.” Poor Smyth! 
what a miserable wedded life he must 
have spent! Married perhaps a good man 
years uow, and never succeeded in find- 
ing his better half’s pocket. By-the-by 
it is not placed on record why the learned 
gentleman wished to find his wife's pocket 
—evidently he hoped he might come across 
a stray copper ora forgotten lollipop; but 
be it as it may, we cannot nelp sympa- 
thizing with the Recorder in his great 
trouble. Another question we should like 
to re is, “Do young ladies of the ballet 
tind much trouble in Buding the pockets 
of their dresses?" We should say not, the 
real difficulty is in finding any dress at all. 


= 
How the lucky footman of Dijon, who 
won the gres lot of the Panama Canal Lottery, amounting to 
£20,000, must bless his lucky stars that he doesn't live in a country 
where evena philanthropist like A. SLOPER is prevented from giving 
awav hisown money. Vive la belle France! 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS, _ 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING NOVEMBER 22ND, 1890 
—~— + 


16th November, 1830.—This day, Deaf Bu 
slogging battle of therty minutes with Tm Chiwien, ‘ fight 
coalwhipper. Poor Tim was, in the thirty-third round, withdrawn 
by his backers. Curried to his patron's drag he presently, recovering 
speech, declared that he couldn't, for the life of him, niake out how 
he was “ bate, at all, at all, no more nor a babby.” 
17th November, 1818.— Queen Charlotte died this day a 

Kew. After her death an enormous quantity of prackitis ll 
including diamonds to the value of nearly a million, were Missed. 
It was believed that George Il. had removed then during one of 
his tits of insanity. The jewels were afterwards recovered. 


18th November, 1842.—A whale, 16 ft. long, was this day 
caught iu the Thames off Deptford pier. A letter fh the Verkish 
Spy, dated Sth of the 1Uth Moon, 1658, says :—* But that which 
yet makes a greater noise is the death of Oliver, the Protector of the 
English Commonwealth, who, whilst living, was the terror of all 
Europe. The superstitious say this was presnged three months ago 
Lee a great whale, nine times as long as a man, came up tly. 
ames, 


19th November, 1827.—The ictlow ine isa transcript of 9 
play-bill, circulated by a company of Englis! rformers at Cho. 
renton, near Paris :—“* On Mondey Evening will be given. A grand 
Entertainmet Concert and Ball will be given at Mousiaus Lemer, 
prés du Pont Charenton, No. 5. To open with the favourit comic 
song called the mill after witch will be given a part of Macbeath a 
song and Resitation after witch a favourite Horn pipe a Gentlemen 
will apear in imetations of the great English Actars from Paris 
afterwards the prinsopol parts of Douglas or the Noble Shepsard 
after witch a grand terifac Combat the whole to conelud with « 
Ball music is provided Enteornne at 4 past 6 to Begin at 4 past 7, 
Tickets to be Had of Mr. Joseph Turner, James Riley, John Liwois 
Or at che wouse 19 November.” : 


20th November, 1886.—Under this date, the S?. James’ 
tells how once Fred ‘Archer, the jockey, called for advice on sir 
James Paget. Asked what would be his loss supposing he 
should be unable to ride for the Derby, Archer replied, “about 
£2,000,” His average annual income he stated was about £8,(00), 
“You may well say,” cried Sir James, “that what | am in my profes- 
sion, that you are in yours. Oh! that iny profession were half 
as profitable as yours.” 


21st November, 1795.—he Hull Advertiser of this date, 
alluding to the fashions of the period, says: “The prologue of 
Reynold’s new comedy of Speculation, which has been very 
favourably received in London, contains some very humorous 
mous to the straw ornaments (bonnets) at present worn by the 
es : 
* Of threat’n'd famine who shall now complain, 
When every female fore-heal teems with grain ? 
: . * . When men of active lives 
To fill their granaries need but thresh their wives.’” 


22nd November, 1826.—Under this date Hone publishes, 
among some amusing stories of “ Ben, the old General of Notting- 
ham,” a half-witted creature, the ne alge. i He once found « 
sixpence, and ran up the street shouting, ‘Who's lost sixpence?’ 
‘It's mine, general,’ said one. ‘But had yoursa hole in it?’ * Yes. 
But this hasn't,’ rejoined the general, and away he ran.” 


WHY SHE WEPT. 
“ AH, woe is me!" the maiden wailed, 
“No one will ever guess 
The sharp remorse which I endure, 
The depth of my distress.” 


I sat me down beside the maid, 
And bade her tell me why 

These agonizing words she spoke, 
And what had made her cry. 

“This afternoon,” she sobbed, when grief 
Permitted her to talk, 

“ Dear Charlie called, and asked if I 
Should like a little walk. 


“Alas! the stiles in the fields 
Through which he chose to roam 
Were numerous, and J had le 
My sky-blue silks at home!" 


A HAPPY THOUGHT. 

It was a cheap excursion train, and the carriages were filling 
rapidly, and there was hardly a seat to be had, when a man, accom 
nanied by a friend, hurried on to the platform and vainly searched 

or a vacant seat. 

He found one at last in a compartment occupied by what was 
evidently a family part —father, mother, nurse, servant, five chil- 
dren and a baby—this last that objectionable class of infant whos: 
sole mission in life seems to be to keep up one long interminable 
howl, which the united efforts of the little atrocity’s doting parent 
and the nurse fail to subdue in the least degree. 

The new-comer hesitated, but suddenly :a thesent seemed to 
strike him, and, after a few words to his friend, he entered the 
compartment and seated himself uext to two of the younger chil- 
dren. Leaning out of the window, he shook his friend's hand and 
wished him good-bye. , 

“Good-bye, old fellow,” the other responded ; “I hope you'll 
soon pull round now, you've had a sharp attack of it, and scarlet 
fever isn't to be laughed at. In my opinion, vou have left your bed 
fur too soon, but that can’t be helped now. Good-bye, and a speedy 
recovery." ey 

The horrified expression npr the countenances of the children's 
parents, and the celerity with which that fainily cleared out of the 
carriage was a caution to snakes, and as the train steamed out of 
the station, leaving the family group thunderstruck on the plat- 
form, the now sole occupant of the carriage chuckled, as he put 
his feet on the opposite seat and lit a cigar, “ Ha, ha! if they knew 
that it was twenty years ago since I had the complaint, I'm afraid 
I shouldn't have had such a comfortable seat.” 

pe eS 


: TOO BAD! 

“I'LL take ‘nothersh glash (Aic), in’ dearsh,” said McGooseles, 
who was in a condition of alcoholic elevation, which even he 
seldom attains. But, before the damsel behind the bar could 
comply, she was pushed aside, and the harsh voice of the burly 
“chucker” responded, “No, you won't. Not another thing do you 
take in this ‘ouse to-n ght, except your blooming ‘ook, and that as 
soon as yer like.” And thenall the light Lg oo seemed tu 
die out of poor Mac’s life, and, sick at heart, he staggered out inty 
the darkness of the night. 
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Saturday, November 15, 1890.) 
FASHION’S LATEST FAD. 


tThe Family Doctor complains of a severe revival of corsets for—well, let us say, 
Wen!) 


: WwW 
Bwow bwans Dont cher f flcrony soresy dg bet, are an 


Anow, rmusT uite jin-de-siecle indeed ; 
Whatevah the mode that's in 
Fashion's last code, 
UA 


To adopt it we straightwa 
pt sg y 


Pp . 
A wevival of Stays is the 
thing nowadays, 
we must (like 
“ Dandies”) be laced ; 


the 


ye They would think us gone 
; wong in Society's thwong, 
AN If we chappies weren't wasp- 
{| ay like in waist. 
i Inat Read fi 
/ n a true chappie's 
k The waist is no biggah J 


Than a butterfly’s, wasp's, 
ora fay's; 
We gay go-the-pacers, 
Are all now tight-lacers, 
And our sense must give 
way to our stays! 


You will think (will you 
not ?) that we suffer a lot, 
When to lace-up by Fashion 

we're dwove; 

Well, the notion is wum ; and is quite a wowwies some ; 
And of Corsets abore! (Joke! bai’ Jove!) 

But we're pow'rless, you see, when ‘tis Fashion's decree, 
To obey all her rules we must haste ; 

So our vow we'll not stake, though in half we may break, 
In the struggle to get a slim waist ! 

Chorus—In a true chappie's figgah, etc. 
—__ 


HE’D OBLIGE ON CONDITION. 

Ir was a late bus to Peckham: the night was a fearsome one, 
the wind raged and the rain came down in sheets, and the “ insides,” 
all women, with one exception, congratulated themselves upon 
their good fortune in obtaining seats, and wondered whether that 
idle drat, Eliza, had been fool enough to let the fire out. 

Suddenly, amid the tumult of the storm, the sweet, plaintive 
voice of a woman in distress was heard hailing the ‘bus, which 
pulled up, and the conductor, putting his head inside, asked if any 
gentleman would oblige a lady. 

All eves were turned upon the one male occupant of the vehicle, 
and several women moved soas to allow him to pass out, but could 
it be that he hesitated? No—yes—yes. 
remarked :— 

“Oblige a lady ; well, that depends upon the lady's views. If she 
means do I object to her sitting on my knees, why—I don't know 
that [ do—that is, if she is young and pretty and don't weigh over 
eleven stone ; but if she means will I turn out o' this ‘ere comfort- 
nite ad and takeacold bath on the knifeboard, why, I'm blowed 
if 1 will. 

And yet some people assert that chivalry is still possible. 


SLOPER’S PRESENTS. 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, expressi: ish 
what you are in want of, and ipod és to:— is aii 


ALLY'S “ PRESENT” DEPARTMENT. 
“The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


°.° Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Encelope whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


“Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” November 46th, 1890. 


Name... 


He moved not, but 


Address 


Wail Oona teres eee ee eae 


© “Sloper Watches” ‘vill not be given. 
lesth WEEK. 


LIST FOR NOVEMBER ist. 
The following “ Presents” have been made :— 


1, JESSIE ROSCOW, 27 Alma Street, ECCLES. 
A DINING ROOM OCOAL-BOX. 
2. DANIEL JENVEY, RM. Band, GOSPORT. 


A BRASS FOLDING MUSIO-STAND. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 
ot 


Adrerbisements will be inserted in this 
column Sree of charge, provided the 
Nnder's Name and Address are inclosed, 
mt for publication, but as a quarantce 
of qoud’ faith,  Tootaie undertakes to 
forward, unopened and postefree, all 
letters received in reply to the adver- 
Caements, Address— 


TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


I’ Y,azed 2), thoroughly domesticated, 
= lovable disposition and fond of home, wishes 
” correspond with a young gentleman with a 
‘ew to matrimony, Must be kind and affection- 
rie Dark gentleman preferred. Address, in con- 
lence, “ Ivy," Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 
A BACHELOR, aged 25, wishes to 
ss correspond with a young lady, with a view 
'? matrimony. Has private income. Photos 


nO tee 
Katie (Aged 20). 
exchanged, Address, in strict confilence,“ H. J.,” Tootsie's Matrimonial Agency. 


A GOVERNESS, aged 18, tall, dark, good figure, and thoroughly 
llomesticated, wishes to correspond with a young gentleman, with view to 


Tee Please address, in confidence, “DOLLY,” Tootsies Matrimonial 


Applicants mnat be either of 
Address, “A. G.," Touotsie’s Matri- 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—~— 


Rio PonGas rid StEnRA LEONE, W.C.A., 
October Vat, 1890. 

Most BELOVED ALLY,—Why does sweet Miss Tootsie not favour 
us, and we are a numerous clique, with a sub-matrimonial agency 
eared place sub before agency, and debit me with lapaus lingua) 

or these ts. Nosnow,no hail, no frost, nocholera. Why should 
not Dahha, Flora, Rose, Asphodel and other young ladies, not 
choose to thrive under the shadow of our Mango trees, alongside of 
devoted admirers? This is an open field, as well as an open 
question, Do not hide your luminant proboscis under—I nearly 
said a bushel—under your too capacious courre-chef, and let me 
know all about it. Many dusky Dido (Dido, ha! ha!) expect 
your candidly (through your beak, or not through your beak) out- 
spoken opinion on this most important point. In hopes that you 
would deign my epistic worthy of your notice, | accompanied 
same with some Nubian blacking, to defray part of the printinc 
expenses, but my dusky messenger lost, or sold, Saffron Hill's 
produce on his way*to the nearest railway station. Vale! 

Most decidedly most affectionately yours, G. A. D'JENER. 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 35.—HE ASKS FOR SOMETHING SUITABLE—AND GETS IT' 


*TWIXT the North and Southern Pole, as our readers are fully aware, 
There exists not so busy a soul as the father of Tootsie the Fair. 
So een these who are thunderstruck quite will be nowise astonished 


to know 
bie the Blight had on business last night to the home of the Elder 


0 go. 
But xe =o that our Muse should relate, in concentual numbers 
and high, 
ae he travelled in gorgeous state, like a prince of the princeliest 
ye! 


By the Elder on Saturday last there was sent to the Wensel a wire, 
Of importance so woundily vast that it set the old Weasel on fire. 
For it seemed that the pious McNab “frac thae drucken and 
haythenish crew ” 
Would on Wednesday manage to grab a few bottles of rich 
mountain dew, 
“ An’ ye'll come, laddie—hoots, ye maun, come !—and assist me 
frae brunstaue to pu’ 
Ilka Prk o’ the barre!-wamed scum, by destroyin’ what gars ‘em 
git fu'!” 
Th the “laddie” arose in his glee, and he swore by his pot and 
is can, 
By his pipe and his fiddlers three, that his duty he'd do like a man. 
“But, Behiow me!” he presently cried, “shall the Monarch o 
Mildew that day ; 
oodesernd, like a hoodlum, to ride ina wretched old Pullman? 
Nay, nay! 
Unto Scotland our Royalty goes, in a train of the specialest dye: 
In my vane royal claret there tlows—“I will get me a ‘special 
orl!” 


So he went tothe Mid. at St. Panc., and the boss of the station saw he: 

“ Sir, on Wednesday next I will thank you to order a special for me.” 

And on SLOPER looked Elliott with pride. “I shall really be 

charmed to obey 

Your instructions, food sir!’ he replied. “Tell me, how many 
. 


carriages, pray 
“T shall only * said SLOPER, “need one, but a SUITABLE one it 
must be!" 
So - special was ordered to run from St. Pancras at seven forty- 
three. 


That the Gigwhip is guiltless of pride e’en his deadliest enemies own, 
Yet his light ‘neath a bushel to hide the good creature has seldom 


n Known ; 
So he told all his friends near and far—and his friends are, of 
course, the élite— 
Of the rich, the magnificent car that could Royalty’s state carriage 


t, 
And how, all down the Erewash Vale, and from Chesterfield out 
to the North, 
They would shunt every train without fail, while the SLOPERESE 
SPECIAL sped forth. 


Ape the Fraissont took to St. Panc., when his time of departure 
rew nigh, 
Quite a number of people of rank his mngnificent special to spy ! 
But, what time those patricians beheld SLOPER'S engine and 
suitable car, 
Oh, tee see ok mad yell that they yelled was a yell to be heard 
rom afar! 
And the Eminent fiendishly cursed, and gave vent toa maniac howl. 
For the car on his vision that burst was a cattle truck, frightful and 


foul! 
SS 


MORE THAN HE COULD STAND. 


HE was sad eyed man,and he entered the hairdresser’s shop 
and flung himself into the nearest vacant chair with an air of 
resignation which the martyrs who figured at the stake might have 
envied, 

* Shave. or hair cut, sir?” quericd the assistant. 

“Shave.” 

“Certainly, sir.” And after the lapse of a few minutes, during 
which the operator skillfully plied his razor, that individual re- 
moved the cloth and prepared to make out the ticket. 

The sad eved man appeared thunderstruck. “Surely you are 
new to the business,” he gasped. 

+ Teen in it now close on eizlit years, sir,” was the reply. 

“But you never asked if I'd like a shampoo,” 

“Well, I didn't think you wanted it, sir.” 

“ Don't you think I want a singe?” 

“T hardly think it necessary sir, unless you wish it.” 

“ And you haven't even told me that my hair is getting thin on 
top, and offered to sell me a bottle of ‘ Restorer.’” 

“Well, sir, I didn’t fancy you needed it; and, besides, I ain't a 
believer in them washes myself.” 

Quintessence of astonishment was the expression which appeared 
in the sad eved man’s face for an instant, and then, with a smile 
such as might illuminate the countenance of one who has accom- 

lished a life's mission, he leant back his head und sank peacefully 
into his last long sleep, 


ALLY SLOPER’S POOR BOX. 

=e 
** Subscribers of not less than a Shilling will receive (post- 
Sree) a Cabinet size Photograph of A, SLoPER, Esq., F.O.M. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED Last WEEK, £55 fs. 2d. 
ALLY SLOPER, Esq. (weekly donation), £1; F. W. PERKINS, 1s, 2d.: SAMMY* 
194.; “Roy THE RUMFOOZLER,” 5s.; R. TULLY, 1s; MATTHEW EDMISTON, 1s.; 
“IKY Mo,” 1s. 
Making a total received up to November 4th, 1890—£57 3s, 54d. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


THE Deuce ofr D1AMONDS—Their ecarcity. 

THE Deuce oF SPADES—Having to use them. 

SONG OF THE UNFORTUNATE SHAREHOLDER—“ Who's that 
a-calling?"’ 

THE pirate's song, “Ludgit ‘Ill to the Bank?) Tuppence, pease 
—no penny fares!” 

SIGN OF A SQUALL—When the baby hits himself on the nose 
with his rattle. 

IN time of danger, whither ought one to fly for safety ?—Either 
toa match-factory or a bicycle factory. 
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SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
JOHN MUNCHEN’S LIVER. 


(THE MELANCHOLY TALE OF SEVERAL CHEERFUL DoGs.) 
——- 


CHAPTER II. 

Krepa dog! The idea was sublime. A dog would bea com- 
panion to him; he could talk to it, and its frisky gambols would 
interest him on his 
every day perambu- 
lations, Not only 
would he keep oa 
dog, but he would 
advertise for one; 
so, at the expendi- 
ture of some bullion, 
he made the public 
aware that he de- 
sired a dog, and 
Ee his address as 
being at ” Dorset 


This was an ex- 
cellent way to com- 
bine exercise with 
commerce. The 
paper was scarcely 
in the hands of the 
public than it 
seemed that all crea- 
tion desired to sell 
John Munchen a 
dog. By noon that 
day, the quiet street 
in which Dorset 
Villa was_ situated 
was crowded with 
men who wanted to 
sell dogs, and they 
brought their sam- 
ples along with 
them, led by strings. 

In some respects 
this was an advantage. It elicited some hint as to the character 
of the dogs and of the men who were in charge of them, The 
latter crowded up to the front railing to a man,and talked blas- 
phemously at their fellow-man, while the former bit pieces out 
of their fellow-dog and ate them. 

Mr. Munchen had not calculated for such a glut in the market, 
and addressed the crowd trom the second floor window, He might 
have held off for lower prices in view of the supply, but he was 
anxious to get the crowd away ; s0 he bought early, and mentioned 
the fact through a speaking-trumpet to the others. 

Then the crowd began to see that they could not all sell dogs 
that day, and they became quarrelsome one with another. One 
man, whose dog had been bit by another dog, kicked the other 
dog, and the owner of the other dog promptly smote the individual 
who had kicked his dog over the nose, and in half a minute a 
combat of four was in progress; and in course of twenty minutes 


Mentioned the fact through a speaking trumpet. 


= 


Crowded up to the front railings. 


there were twenty-seven couples of men and thirty-five pairs of 
dogs in deadly strife, and it was hardly possible to tell the other 
from which. . 

The police came, but were powerless, so the fire-engines were sent 
for and it cooled down the combatants. The stream from the hoee 
washed most of the men and dogs down ghe street, but for days 
after there were dozens of stray dogs seeking whom they might 
devour through the district. There were also picked up on the 
street four fragments of dogs’ tails (various breeds) and seven 
pieces of exrs, which, it was presumed, the victors had not had 
time to eat ere the deluge poured on them. 

The proceedings were decidedly lively, and as Mr, Munchen sur- 
veyed the ruin of the front garden and the smash of glass and 
destruction of boundary wall in the back yard, at the close of the 
proceedings, he forgot all about his liver. It is seldom that so 
much benefit is got so promptly froin a prescription, but it proved 
that Mr. Munchen’s friend 
was right. 

Keeping a dog might pro- 
vide exercise, buying one 
certainly did! 

The purchase of the dog 
had been very hurriedly 
consummated, owing to the 
desire to let the other dog 
dealers free from attendance 
as early as possible, but not- 
withstanding the brevity of 
the period devoted to con- 
sideration, he had not done 
badly. His dog was one of @ 


The animal was a poodle, 


the kind favoured by old maiden ladies. and came as near as 

ssible to the popular ideal dog sold in the toy shops. It had 
ovely pink eyes and a pink nose,and the remaining portion of 
it was all white curly hair. The animal was a poodle. anda French 
poodle at that. 


OTe be continued mest week.) 
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THE “F.0O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. | 'S THIS FAMEP 


(Saturday, November 15, 1890. | 


| f, PANES) Me \ | “ipa | A day's hunting—getting a little mixed, 
| , j . Zs a —— 


No, 177.—CounT von MOLTRE, F.O.S. 


“17 was originally intemled, by the friends and relations of 
the famous Count. that he should be born an Englishman, but, 
owing co some alight misun lerstanding between the goveruments 
of England and Germany, things got a little mixed, and it was 
during the process of unmixiny, that our little hero was born, in 
a little village situated in what was then knownas the Prussian 
Empire. Von Moltke showed a fierceand unrelenting disposition 


| 

| 

Ruby (in background), Who is the yonng icilow conversing with Mrs, Nobkin ? Do you know lim, Blanche ? 
from the very moment of his birth, and it was with great difficulty np ne 
that he was prevailed upon to take to his feeding bottle—the A FOKSEL ‘“SELL.’’ 


Blanche (also in background). Yes; it is Mr. Betterman, the bDuvkumaker, 
Ruby, Oh, do introduce me, dear! I dote on literary men. “ Do take that Charrington-like niglitdrces off, Mary '" 
——_————$_ $$ — 


brandy one appearing more to hisliking. Ata large family council 
of relatives, it was decided that the youngster should embrace a 
pugilistic career, so with this idea, at a very early age, our hero 
was apprenticed to an English prizefighter. This profession 
suited the precocious la.l's tastes exactly, but the battered con- 


we 


dition in which he used to Jeave his tutor after each lesson, was 
not atall acceptable to that gentleman, who, before long, wascom- 
| pelled to resign his position, aml hasten back to his own country. 
Oar hero then turned Ins mind to military matters, and insisted 
Spon the whole German Army following him into the very heart 
of France, againet the inhabitants of which country he hada 
devdly hatred. We all know what success crownel his efforts. 
Chiefly because he isa great sollier, our here was create! F.O 5, 
acl the Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to hin September 
both. 1848": Debrett Improved, 


A(t 


omar 


(1). When the Rev. Jedediah Sucklethumbkin pur- (2), Then the calm of that. worthy man’s study was (3). And that sky pilot uprose him in Lis pi 
chased that parrot, the honest salt said,“ Ifever there cerulean with selections of foksel vernacular very highly wrath, and started the unclean bird to seek in a w: 


was a pious bird, guv'nor, this one takes the eake.” coloured indeed, world a more congenial audience. 


QUITE ON THE CARDS. CON-CEILING THE DIRT. | 


IN DAYS OF CHIVALRY. 
Sir Pumpkin Hothead never could make up his mind which of 
the sisters ti choose —the blonde or brunette. The consequence 
was, he had neither ; they both being married before he could 


come to a decision, 
= a —_—_—_—_—_—__<—$————— 


ae? whatever are you doing making such § eae dirty, st sahed T 
* “ Mesa, you call it! begorra! The missus said the caylin’ got so dirty, she wish 

Why is there always such a much greater interval between the postman’s conid make it last clane 6 longer time, so, be the powers’ I thought Td just give it a cout 
knock and the advent of Mary when there's a postcard among the Budget ? of black whitewash !" 


Smith. Ha! Got a berth yet, Mr. Johnson ? 
Johason, Got one once when I was very little and very red, aan 


pre ierr eae Dennen we [ON SWEETENED” TO THE END. 
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1.“ Hay 


The above drawings, signed W. L., were reccived at our office yesterday. Can it be that ALLY's only friend, Sir Wilfrid Lawson, has broken out again? Bred eae 
have ric 


: HOME, SWEET HOME, ON WASHING DAY. “That cursed drink !"—A.S. . : ees 
ee : ‘ yer "ad," 
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